EPILOGUE
BY A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR'S
(HERE'S none, I'm sure, who is a friend to love, But will our Friar's character approve : The ablest spark among you sometimes needs Such pious help, for charitable deeds. Our church, alas ! (as Rome objects) does want
These ghostly comforts for the falling saint:
This gains them their whore-converts, and may be
One reason of the growth of Popery.
So Mahomet's religion came in fashion,
By the large leave it gave to fornication.
Fear not the guilt, if you can pay fort well;
There is no Dives in the Roman hell:
Gold opens the strait gate, and lets him in ;
But want of money is a mortal sin.
For all besides you may discount to heaven,
And drop a bead to keep the tallies even.
How are men cozened still with shows of good 1
The bawd's best mask is the grave friar's hood ;
Though vice no more a clergyman displeases,
Than doctors can be thought to hate diseases.
'Tis by your living ill, that they live well,
By your debauches, their fat paunches swell.
'Tis a mock war between the priest and devil;
When they think fit, they can be very civil.
As some, who did French counsels most advance,
To blind the world, have railed in print at France,
Thus do the clergy at your vices bawl,
That with more ease they may engross them all.
By damning yours, they do their own maintain ;
A churchman's godliness is always gain :
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